NYMPHIS  ET FONTIBUS

SOLDIER of Rome, well trained and hard,
Who dwelt in Britain once and warred,
With no outlandish creed to mar
The stern salvation of the war.

Strong in yourself, you bore your care,
Your soul was like your camp, four-square;
And uncomplaining, iron shod,
Marched with Rome's honour for your god.

No bigot! In barbarian lands,

Roman where Rome no longer stands,

This altar to your hard-won love:

Earth, and the Nymphs and Springs thereof.